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Master of Puppets 


Author's Notes: 
A terrible 00C. (Ok, it's just a simple slashy one-shot, lol) 


Hm.. another translated one, so sorry for any mistakes. Read and enjoy :D 


His long black curls toss on the pillow, eyes half-shut. Arched back, slim, fragile golden body. Kirk seems to be 
unreal, way too perfect. His thin long fingers frenziedly dig into dingy hotel sheet. 


- Cliff. 
Parted sensual lips are parched, his breathing hard, fast and ripped, his moans musical. 


- Fuck, Cliff.. 


Shiver. It is a clear pleasure to listen. Cliff knows he is a reason for everything here. He knows all the control 


is his, as usual. Cliff doesn't think about anything, Cliff just knows he is the Master. 


- Louder, Kirk. 


Ice-cold voice, iron nerves, unbelievable tranquility. Any person would fall down, would show the weakness. But 


he doesn't. No way. 

- Cliffill 

- More. 

- CLIFF 

Sometimes he thinks it is too much. But Kirk is still here, underneath him, his face buried into the pillow, he 


whines, he hisses, he arches his back when Cliff touches him. Hammett is still here, today and any night else 


and he really loves this. 

- Moster.. 

A smug smirk. Snow-white teeth scratching soft skin. Red marks, red claims burned. Fuck the morning 
questions from the people around. Cliff is a very possessive person and he needs to know it is his. He doesn't 


care if it is another guy. 


One more sharp movement and one more scream of pleasure and pain. Cliff would never think someone could 


love.. this. 
- M-Master.. my Master.. 


With a whisper, fighting the hard breathing, these words drop from his swollen lips and melt in Cliffs palm. 
Moonlight on the beautiful frame. Absolute harmony. Clenched teeth. 


- LOUDER, HAMMETT! 


Low, growling voice. Strong hands, fast thrusts, a lot of rough, sharp movements. Red waved hair and devilish 


eyes. 


Head thrown back, elegant neck showed, silk black curls wild. Kirk doesn't belong to himself anymore. Not even 


for a moment. 
- MAAAASTER! 
Cliff falls on the bed at the same time Kirk does. No energy left. Burton rolls over to lie on his back. 


Soft white light through the window. Curled up Kirk by his side, head resting on his chest. 


- | love you, my Master. 
Shivering, empty whisper. Cliff strokes his back and put the blanket onto them. 
- Me too. Now sleep. 


Kirk falls asleep obediently. He always obeys Cliff. Kirk is a very, very good kid. He never upsets his Master. 
Cliff loves his innocence that is always the same and his unreal beauty. Kirk is pretty as a little doll. A puppet.. 


- Sleep, sugar.. 
Cliff knows nobody will hear him. Kirk is already snoring. 
Cliff takes a cigarette from a creased pack. A little light is lit up in the darkness. 


He thinks of slender body, big coffee-brown eyes, beautiful smile and amazing voice.. especially at night this 


Voice is amazing. 
"MASTER". 


Cliff remembers, smoking and staring at the ceiling. He hugs his Kirk tighter and looks at the beautiful, really 
beautiful marks on his neck. Cliff's marks. Kirk is goddamn angelic now, with his hear mess and he being 


absolutely in Cliff's control. Kirk is the best, the perfect little puppet in Master's collection 


Cliff stews his cigarette and throws it on the floor. He falls asleep smiling and thinking now he has a good 
album title. 


